THE SCHOUDLEK FAMILY

khe suffered; he longed to resume the authority he had pretended to
relinquish.

The moment for increasing the capital,, which he had long foreseen,
arrived; Francois's capital outlay now made it urgent.

Noel declared that he could subscribe only an infinitesimal part
of it.

Frangois was staggered.

"But you really can't allow us to lose the controlling interest in
Sonchelles at the moment the turnover's about to soar/' he cried. "The
profits will double themselves ..."

"Very well then, don't let's expand," said Noel calmly.

"That's quite impossible. The work's in hand!"

"My dear boy, if you've been rash," said Noel, "that's more serious.
A big business, you know, is really just as simple as an innkeeper's
accounts. One simply does not go to market without knowing where
the money's coming from."

"But I've always thought that the expansion was accepted and
understood."

"In business," Noel said sententiously, "you'll learn that one must
not think, one must be sure. Birds in the bush are unforgivable in
business."

His eyes half-closed, he became obstinate in his opposition, talking
of devaluation, the economic crisis, the flight of capital, the trust his
customers reposed in him, indeed every banker's reason.

Frangois was considerably disturbed. The cash position at Sonchelles
would cover current outgoings but no more.

"I've got myself into a pretty fix," thought Frangois. He started
blaming himself aloud. Well, perhaps he had moved a little too fast,
gone ahead too rapidly. But he thought that he was being supported.
He had been given a free hand.

"All the more reason to go carefully!" cried Noel Schoudler, pretend-
ing to be angry. "Besides, it's my fault. You wanted to be in charge.
I yielded; I thought that you were capable of managing a big business
on your own. You've behaved like a child, as my most junior bank-
clerk would have hesitated to do. It's madness, madness on my part!"

As he spoke, his anger took shape.

"And if we lose Sonchelles because of you," he shouted, "you can
be proud of yourself! It's the sort of folly that might kill both your
grandfather and myself at a single blow. And a pretty lookout that
would be for you! I wouldn't give you five years before you're bank-
,rupt! I suppose I've got to make good your folly once again. You
think you can do what the hell you like, don't you? Father's behind
you, Father'll fix it! Well, I don't yet know what I'm going to do about
it! I shall have to sell and at a loss. Sell what? We haven't got millions
lying about just to cover your brilliant ideas! I shall have to find a